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papers and letters; Mirza Mahmoud, a few steps further,
is writing and copying Tablets. My light consists of a
dear little lamp. I am indeed happy.

2. The Death of a Bahai Child and the Ceremony of
Her Burial

We have just returned from a memorial meeting, held
on account of the death of Mirza Jalal Afshar's little
daughter, he is one of the Port Said Bahais. We were
invited at 5 P. M. to go to the funeral. Mirza Mahmoud
chanted one of the prayers of Baha-Ullah then the little
body was washed, wrapped in silk, and as there was no
ring for her finger, the prayer was written on a piece of
paper and put in the palm of her hand. The second cere-
mony, the Mohammedan, consisted of the coming of the
Mullah, and the chanting of prayers and then they car-
ried her body by hand to the near-by Mosque. All those
who entered the Mosque left their shoes at the door.
The body was laid on the floor, the tall Mullah before
it. We stood behind the Mullah. He began then to
read the prayer for the dead with the rapidity of light-
ning, and from time to time raised his two hands to his
face and ears, which exercise was copied by us automati-
cally, according to custom. All this, however, did not take
more than five minutes. Several carriages were ready
at the door of the Mosque, and as soon as we came out,
Mirza Jalal, his brother, the Mullah, carrying with both
hands the body of the child, and another relative got into
one carriage, and we followed in the others. We were
driven posthaste toward the cemetery, situated in the
west of the city. The Mediterranean was on our right
and always very near. On the way we observed many
little hills of soft silk-like sand, formed by the winds.
Often one observed the extremely soft sand trickling